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Abstract
Sometime you’ve got to face Running into yourself in the fog, And admit you can’t erase The
ledger of twenty-two years, And this grand barrage Of nothing but open space And the sky you’re
leaving behind, Not ever knowing exactly why...
10 Sketch 
it? How could he tell them that he came home because he 
didn't know where to keep hunting? He knew those answers 
would be completely unacceptable to his father. 
The new Ford bounced over the cobblestone streets of 
Bellvideer and came to a halt in front of the Phillips station. 
Eric walked quickly away from the lights, not wanting to be 
seen. Thoughts of lazy summer nights spent long ago in the 
streets he now walked warmed him. But laziness could be no 
more. Only work was ahead. T h e same work at the same 
time every day. God damn. 
He wondered if his feet would get heavier with each 
block, as was the tradition in such situations. He found that 
it wasn't his feet that bothered him. His head was swimming 
with apologies, snobberies, and outrages. He couldn't decide 
which he'd use in actual battle. 
Then he stood in front of his home. Suddenly he realized 
that there were no lights on. He looked around and saw that 
most of the houses had the lights off. Of course, it must be 
nearly midnight. Soft steps carried him to the front door, 
through the living room, up the stairs to his room. With a 
quiet haste he undressed in the dark, preparing to hide for 
at least another night. 
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Sometime you've got to face 
Running into yourself in the fog, 
And admit you can't erase 
The ledger of twenty-two years, 
And this grand barrage 
Of nothing but open space 
And the sky you're leaving behind, 
Not ever knowing exactly why. 
